THE GHOST OF HIRAM-BARKEJR          69

table-turning, talks with a dead grandmother, and high
falutm \ I have always been interested in the occult.
It^s part and parcel of my temperament. Had I lived
in the old days I should assuredly have been burnt.
As I happen to live in the twentieth century, I am
permitted to go scot-free, and even to have the privi-
lege of sitting in this club and chatting about it.

^My sister, Margaret, was at one time engaged to
John Hn am-Barker. I had always disliked the man,
and my dislike, as it turned out afterwards, was well
founded. Without wishing to go too fully into the
matter, I must explain that for certain reasons the
engagement was broken off. Margaret was well rid
of the man in my opinion. She was blind to his
most palpable faults. She could never see that the
fellow had been trifling with her affections, and that ife
was a dastardly game without rules which he had
been playing nearly all his life. From the moment I
discovered what manner of scoundrel Hiram-Barker
was, I was fully resolved on vengeance of some kind.
Every day Margaret^ silent sorrow fanned my desire
to administer something more terrifying than ahorse-
whipping to one who had wrecked and blighted my
sister^s life  Only tho^e who are mealy-mouthed will
tell you, with a simper, that vengeance is not sweet..
It is sweet sometimes, for there are occasions wheia
we must strike a blow, when we must tear up, root
and branch, evil with evil. I am not the kind of man
who will take an injury quietly, and almost apologise